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find the old house, sit with the Ritsons by the
great hearth and hear the lambs bleating beyond
the window; then to pass into that other room
and to stand watching that staircase, to see again
that old man with the white beard as he turned
to the stair. Georges would come in, wait
beside her as he often did, take her and lift her,
pressing her backwards against his breast. Oh,
after all these years, after all these years . . *
Was she never to be rid of it? If the battle were
joined now between Jennifer and herself, it was
also joined between the one world and the other.
It was almost as though Georges were beside
her, fighting Jennifer.

All this disturbance had come from that strange
boy there, moving away again, flitting now here,
now there, regarding no one and regarding
everyone, humming (she fancied, although she
could not be sure) some tune to himself. They
had all moved away from the tea-table and so she
found herself encountering Hartley. He was
standing on one foot, one ankle curled around
another, and staring at Jennifer. He greeted
Judith as though he had known her all her life.
Children often did so because she was small and
independent.

* That is the most beautiful lady, ina'am, I
have ever seen/ he said.

Jennifer was being shown books and manu-
scripts now by Mr. Southey.

4 Yes/ said Judith. c You are Mrs. Cole-
ridge's boy?'

* Yes,  ma'am;   there are Derwent and Sara
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